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sight, may savour of exaggeration, but not so to those
whose youth has been past amidst similar surroundings.
Many episodes of the shipwrecks of ' The Fair Hope' and
' The Australasian,' are as effective as the best of those
written by authors who make a specialty of ' Tales of the
'Sea/ Hew Armitage's < quest,' in Australia, is related
with graphic force. The descriptions of the natural fea-
tures of the country, of life in the bush, and at the outly-
ing settlements, are all stamped with the vivid fidelity
that is one of the great merits of the book. Charles
Lamb, alias Cameron, is a singular conception. Too con-
sistently wicked, perhaps, to escape the reproach of being
a melo-dramatic villain, Ms misdeeds largely contribute
to the interest of this exciting novel."

Nor. 6, 1888.                                                j

DEAE WILLIAM,

. . . Your " Sport of Chance" has helped me to while                              ;

away the hours and certainly you have crammed sensa-
tion enough, into your three volumes to furnish forth a
round dozen or so. The opening part seemed to me very
good, especially the description of the storm off the
Cornish coast, and the mystery which gradually over-                              ;

clouds Mona's life, but her death and the advent of a new
set of characters seems to me to cut the story in two,
while the sensational incidents are piled on like Ossa on
Olympus. What seemed best to me, and also most en-                              !

joyable to my taste at least, are the personal reminds-                              ;

cences which I recognised in the voyage out to Australia                              j

and the descriptions of its scenery, full of life and fresh-                              j

ness.   Most of all I liked the weird picture of the phos-                              j

phorescent sea with its haunting spectral shapes.   You                             ;

have probably seen something of the kind and ought ^to                             j

have turned it into a poem; if there had been a descrip-                             j

tion of some scene like it in your last volume I should                             j

doubtless remember it.                                                                              j

With best love to Lillie,                                             j

Your sincere friend,                                      I

MATHILDE ELIOT.                                jed his fastidious
